THE HINDU SACRED YEAR

WHETHER or not it is true, as some have held, that
all sacred years are built out of the wreckage of
more ancient civil years, lit is certain beyond any
possibility of cavil or question, that behind the
Hindu sacred year lies another, a weather-year, full
of the most loving and delicate observation of
Nature. Each great day as it comes round, is mark-
ed by its own particular glinting of sunlight on the
leaves, its own rare bite in the morning air, or its
own dancing of the blood at noon. When, in the
early autumn, the tiny joinquil-like flowers are found
fallen at dawn, from the shefalikq bushes, and the
children pick them up blossom by blossom for
worship, men say, with something of the gladsome*
ness of childhood itself, " Mother is coming! Mother
is coming!" for they remind them of the festival of
Durga, by this sign near at hand. In spring-time
when the asoka tree begins to adorn itself with its
bunches of red flowers that are said never to bud till
the tree has heard the footsteps of a beautiful
woman, and the long slender buds of the leaf-almond
begin to appear, the low castes are glad, for now